The Sunny Hours
one of them all, except for Mrs. Gogan, grandma's
oldest friend, who showed his sorrow visibly* As
he ate his toast and marmalade at breakfast I saw
the tears trickling down his cheeks and I thoxight
it a strange and wonderful thing for a middle-agcd,
bald-headed business man to be able to cry so. He
was grandma's eldest son and a confirmed bachelor.
He was not always melancholy ; he could sing and
recite nicely. ,/ Brought my Harp to the Party, but
Nobody Asked me to play was his favourite piece.
The drawing room was hot and smelt of scent.
My axmts were looking at me solemnly, a little
antagonistic, and I heard one of them say to Aunt
Pegeen:
" Sean's not very emotional, is he T^
"He's very young. What can you expect?"
Axint Pegeen retorted sharply as she patted me
reassxiringly on the back. I knew that they all
expected me to be crying as I had cried the first
two nights in bed, bxit I couldn't cry that way any
more. At school Dermot had seen me crying when
the headmaster had told me that grandma was
dead, and I felt ashamed*
They were all coming oxit into the hall now. I
saw Uncle Walter tapping the barometer and I
knew he was hiding his feelings. Then the under-
taker's men came out carrying the coffin. It was
a very small coffin, and as grandma was very stout,
it puzzled me that there should be room, for her
inside. I felt somehow that she could not be
comfortable in it.
Aunt Pegeen then pxxt her arm round me.